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awesome! 


"Babe, come to bed. You've been at the computer all night” Alex whined, patting the empty mattress beside 
him. Geddy grunted a noise of irritation from the desk in the corner of their bedroom. 


"Just one more story, and I'll go to sleep." He protested Alex groaned and threw off the covers. ‘One more 
story’ meant a 20-chapter story, with 5000 words in each chapter. When Geddy would be done reading, the 


sun would be rising. Alex got up from the bed and went to read over his husband's shoulder. 


"What exactly are you reading?" He asked, kissing the top of Geddy's head. 


"I'm not entirely sure. | was just browsing and | came across this site. There's all these stories, and some of 
Yy J g 
them are about us." 


Alex's brow furrowed. "What do you mean they're about us?" 


‘| mean that someone wrote stories with us, as in you and |, as characters. Not just us, though. Sometimes 


they put Neil and John in, too." Geddy explained, not taking his eyes off the screen. 


"Why would anyone write stuff like this?" Alex pondered out loud. 


"Dunno, but it's really addictive. It's like re-living my life, but through someone else's eyes." Geddy gestured 
wildly, trying to find the right words to properly describe the out-of-body experience he was feeling. 


"What do you mean?" Alex asked, pulling up his own chair to the desk 


"Well, take this one story for example; we're just in bed and snuggling, but | can practically remember that 


moment, except it's from your point of view. It's just really trippy.” 


"I see how it would be. Got any recomendations?" Alex asked, extremely curious as to who would spend their 


days writing about him. 


"There's one | really liked about how someone thought our honeymoon went." Geddy said, typing in the title in 
the search bar; Honeymoon Suite. 


"It isn't weird or anything, is it?" Alex asked, putting his own mental health before his curiosity. 


Geddy blushed a little. "Not weird at all. You'll like it, trust me." He smirked. Alex raised an eyebrow suspiciously 
at him and started to read: 


İt wasn't the honeymoon most people would expect, but damn if it wasnt a good one. Just him and Alex at their 
big house in the pine forest outside Toronto, reveling in the glow of newlywed joy. 


Well, sometimes. A lot more of their time was spent humping lke rabbits on every single hard surface available in 
their home. It was like they were twenty-five again, complete with dirty talk comparable to the cheesy dialogue 
you'd hear in a porn OF course, neither Geddy nor Alex regretted a single second of this, neither the loving 


moments nor the moments spent fucking like there was no tomorrow. 


There wasn't going to be an inch of the house that remained pure when these two were done with their 
honeymoon phase at the rate they were going 


Alex felt his cheeks redden incredibly. For some reason, it made him uncomfortable to read about the sex- 
capades of.. himself and his husband, but he couldn't look away. It felt so real, like he was re-reading a third 


person account of a fantasy he sometimes had. 


"This is so weird” He muttered, nearing the end of the short tale. 


"But did you like it?" Geddy pushed. Alex ran a hand through his hair. 


‘lm not going to lie; | did enjoy it, but it was like..like.." 


"Like someone was watching us through a window as it happened? | got the same feeling. But just imagine how 
much more bizarre it would seem if that was what actually happened" Geddy said, looking like he was imagining 
it. Alex shuddered briefly at the thought of someone watching through a window as he and Geddy partook in 


those... adult activities. 


‘Ive got another one for you to read. This one's described as an ‘AU', which | guess means that the only 
shred of possible reality is found in the characters." Geddy said, Typing in the title of a new story: You Move 
Me. 


"How d'you figure?" Alex asked, wondering how the next story could be any weirder than the first. 


"Well, in this one, Neil owns a diner, I'm a total dork, and you're a male stripper." Alex's jaw dropped. 


"l'm a what?" 


"A completely adorable male stripper. We go out for giant milkshakes together. It's cute as hell. Now get 
reading; this author's a little long-winded" Geddy said, eagerly. Alex rubbed his temples tiredly, but indulging in 
Geddy's newfound obsession anyway. 


Geddy sps his drink and tries not fo draw foo much attention to himself. I doesn’t work, because Nancy sees his 
sulking form and steers him away from the bar. "Ged, cmon, get into the spirit. Just sit down and enjoy yourself." 
She sort of shoves him onto the couch, and before he knows it a stunning blond is walking his way, and Geddy 


forgets how to breathe for a moment, because this might be the hottest person he's ever seen in real life. 


The closer Hottie McHottace gets, the more certain Geddy is that, yep, this is the hottest person he'll ever see in 
his Iifetime, and if this is the guy who's going to give hm a lap dance, Geddy would have to be the stupidest person 
in existence fo refuse. The guy is tall, with blond hair reaching his shoulders in curled puffs that remind Geddy of 
one of those dogs with floofy, droopy ears hanging on either side of its face. He's wearing white pants that leave 
absolutely nothing to the imagination, and, wow, somehow that's more effective than just being naked 


'H," he says, pouring himself into Geddy’s lap, and, hot damn, even his voice is sexy. "Im Lerxst. Whats your 


name?" 


"Dirk" Hey, he led first 


Geddy laughed as Alex's eyes widened as the story progressed. He could swear he saw Alex's mouth start to 
water when the author described the two milkshakes they were about to feast upon, one topped with a whole 


fucking slice of cake. When Alex reached the bottom of the page, he sat back in his chair in disbelief. 


"That was... totally not the same thing as the first." He stood up from his chair and started to walk away from 
the desk 


"But you still liked it, right? This author's one of my favourites, and | wanted you to read more of their stuff” 
Geddy called after him, hopefully. 


"Loved it. It just reminded me of something.” Alex said from inside their closet. Geddy scratched the back of 
his neck, wondering what exactly Alex was up to. His questions were answered moments later when Alex 


emerged in a now-snug pink sweater. Geddy covered his grin with his hand as he laughed delightfully. 


"You've still got that? You haven't worn in it at least 10 years!" 


"Probably closer to I5 or 20. And | remember why. It's too itchy to wear alone and too hot to wear with 
something underneath." He groaned, scratching at the tag at his neck. 


"But you look so cute in it; like cotton candy." Geddy pouted, 


"Well, memorize how | look now, because I'm not wearing this thing again until | forget how itchy it is." Alex 
grumbled. He peeled off the too-small sweater, threw it back in the closet and sat back in his chair in front of 


the computer. "Has anyone actually written anything where we're a band?" He asked. 


"Funny you should bring it up; the next one takes place backstage during Neil's solo in a show in Toronto, June 


I997." Geddy gestured to the story he had pulled up. 


"You've pulled me in. What happens backstage in Toronto, during June 1991?" Alex asked, a sarcastic tone in his 


voice. 


"You threaten to come all over the front row." Geddy smirked evilly. Alex lifted an eyebrow in shock, then 


settled in to read Bang The Drum Slowly, 


This was certainly a side of Geddy he hadn't seen before, or at least not since they had been teenagers, but even 
then Geddy had been sort of shy and gentle, his youthful neediness always tempered by pauses and apologies. He 
had a sense of uneasiness with what he was doing and a desire to put the needs of his partner before his own that 
was so great it seemed fo border on masochism. Of course Alex liked regular Geddy, but this new one was shaping 
up to be pretty fun, if a little confusing was kind of fun being roughed up-it certainly felt nice, and it was 
interesting being pushed around, especially by someone he had always known to be so gentle. He was shaken out of 
his thoughts as Geddy’s hands found his crotch He made an appreciative noise as Geddy fondled him through his 
pants, his long, skillful hands working their way between Alex's soft thighs and across his plump rear. All the petting 
and squeezing was getting to him, and he could fell it was getting to Geddy, too, if the heavy breathing in his ear 
and the very obvious erection poking into his backside were any indication 


"Well, now that I'm all itchy, hot and bothered, I'm going back to bed" Alex said, standing up from his chair. 


"And | would encourage you to do the same." 


Geddy shrugged. "I'm not tired. But | stand by my word, I'll come to bed after one more story.” Alex rolled his 
eyes and pulled the covers over his body, loving the fact that the sheets weren't nearly as scratchy as his 


pink sweater. 


Seemingly hours later, but probably not even twenty minutes, Alex was awoken by quiet sobs. He sat up and 
rubbed his eyes, getting them to focus on Geddy who was still sitting in front of the bright screen, covering 
his face with his hands. Concerned, he got out of the warm bed and took his spot beside his husband. 


"What's wrong, babe?" He asked, rubbing Geddy's shoulders. 


"Fuck, Lerxst, it's just too real. How do they know us so well?" He sniffed. 


"We gave a lot of interviews over the years. What's so real about this one? You were enjoying these before." 


Alex cooed. Geddy turned the screen to face Alex. 


"Read it." Alex leaned forward and started to read with a ferocity, to find out what had hurt his Dirk so badly. 


The story started simply enough: Alex had invented a dimension-travelling watch, and Geddy was in love with 
him, so he travelled through dimensions to find one where he was married to Alex. It was a very intriguing 


topic, and Alex wondered why Geddy had been crying during it. Then, he got to the final scene: 


When Geddy arrives in the next universe, the watch gives up the ghost. The screen flickers before dying out, and 
Geddy panics, because he doesn’t know how to fix this goddamn thing if its broken He presses one of the other 
buttons, trying To jar it back to life. The watch doesnt respond 


Terrified, Geddy tries the green button 


Nothing 


So he's stuck here. Wherever "here" is. 


Okay, he'll make the best of it. Even if one or both of them are cheating, or if Alex wants a divorce, or even if 
they're married to entirely different people. Now that Geddy knows its not out of the realm of possibility for 
them to be together, he'll make it work 


He's lying in bed in a house not dissimilar to the one in the perfect universe. Its less extravagant, but doable. The 
other side of the bed is empty, smoothed over and undisturbed On the night fable is a framed photo of Alex and 
Geddy looking blissfully in love. Geddy checks his hands. Married 


He kicks himself free from the blankets. Lying on the floor at the foot of the bed is an empty bottle of wine. 
There arent any glasses-empty or otherwise-in the room. Geddy picks up the bottle and heads downstairs. 


The rest of the house is empty. Alex must have gone to work already. Geddy tosses the bottle into the trash 
There are more pictures of Alex on the refrigerator, some of him alone, others depicting him with Geddy, Some 
photos are of people Geddy doesn't know. They're young enough to be college-aged Could they be Geddy and Alex's 


children? 


On the kitchen counter are orange prescription bottles with Geddy's name on the labels Some of the medications 


ring familar-Lipitor, Ambien, clonazepam, Prozac? 


So Geddy’s a bit of a mess in this universe. He'll take it He'll have to. 


He doesn’t have a clue what his job is here, but they'll probably call him if he doesn’t show up, right? 


Geddy spends the day watching TV, eagerly awaiting Alex's return He gets marginally worried at six pm. when Alex 
doesn't show, then his anxiety increases when Alex still isn't home by nine. If he was working extra hours, he would 


have let Geddy know. 


Could something have happened to him? 


Geddy doesn't even want to consider that 


No, if Alex had been in an accident or had a heart attack at work, someone would have contacted him. Thats 
what happened when Geddy's mother passed 


Alex is probably on a business trp. 


At the risk of sounding like a senile idot, maybe Geddy should call Alex and find out for sure. 


Geddy finds his cell phone, locates Alex's number and dials 


Ring. Ring. Ring. 


The call goes to voicemail, and Geddy is met with Alex's perky greeting ‘Its Alex Lifeson You know what to do." 


Beep. 


"Hey, babe, its me. | just, uh, wanted to hear your voice, | guess. Call me when you get a chance. Or text if youre 
busy.. | love you." 


Geddy hangs up and waits 


He wakes up the next morning on the couch, dazed and disoriented The sun blares through the back windows, 
covering half the house in its glowing yellow laser beam. Geddy rubs his eyes and gropes for his glasses on the 
coffee table. mediately, he checks his phone. 


Zero new messages. 


Its fen o'clock in the morning Alex should have contacted him by now. 


Maybe he's on a flight to Tokyo or something and isn’t even capable of receiving messages, let alone responding to 
them. Maybe he lost or broke his phone. He could've dropped it in the toilet or sat on it. Cell phones are so fragile 


nowadays, nothing like the indestructible cement bricks they used to be. 


Geddy decides fo do some sleuthing 


He searches through his phone's address book for someone who might be able to shed some light on the situation. 
The name Julian snags Geddy’s attention Thats his son, night? Julian would probably know where Alex is, or be able 
fo point Geddy in the direction of someone who does know. 


He dials the number, pacing mindlessly around the living room while he waits for an answer. 


‘Dad? Everything okay?" 


An indescribable wave of emotion surges through Geddy at the sound of someone calling hm Dad Hs throat is 
suddenly tight. "Yeah, Im fine, I just.. This is probably a really stupid question, and Im sure he told me and | just 
forgot. But, um, do you know where Alex is? He didn't come home last night, and Im worried Did he go on a 


business trip?" 


uulian sighs, probably exasperated with his father's poor memory. "Dad, cmon." 


"l know, Im going senile," Geddy chuckles. ‘lm sorry. You two can joke about it all you want." 


‘Pop died last year, Dad He had a heart attack, remember?" 


Alex's jaw dropped, and he looked over at his husband, who was curled into a ball on the bed He stood up from 


his chair and went over to comfort him. 


"IFs just a story, Dirk I'm still here, I'm fine. We're both fine." He whispered, pressing soft kisses to the top of 
Geddy's head. 


"I know, but | was just wondering, ‘what if?'. What if | woke up one morning, and you were just gone? | don't 
know what I'd do. It's always been a thought at the back of my mind, but that stupid story made it seem so 


real, like it could happen tomorrow.’ Geddy whispered, his words interlaced with sniffles. Alex sighed. 


"| don't know what to tell you. Ged Well, | could tell you that Neil writes these stories under a whole bunch of 


usernames to mess with us." Geddy looked over his shoulder, his tear-stained face looking baffled. 


"| guess it would make sense. It seems like the kind of thing he would do, except for the first story. I'm just 
going to pretend that that's the case." He turned over and smiled at Alex. "One thing | figured out with all 
these stories; whoever writes them is either demented or really wants us to be happy together. In that sense, 


l'm really happy that they're right. | love you, Lerxst." He said, happily. 


‘| love you, too." Alex whispered, holding Geddy next to him, as the two fell asleep. 


